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For the National Era.
MRS. HADDEN.

CHAPTER XIV.

The pext day, Arthur Fletcher was out fish-
ing through an opening,mdﬂfﬁ' that purpose,
in the ice on the river; and some young men
wore skating mnear, grmfn]l] sweeping the
graceful bands of the stream, hither and thither.
Jamie Hadden was with them. Hla had M:
grer, for an hour or 8o with “the Bridge boys;
4o finding them out on the ice, he hed taken
wme skates from Mr. Tillotson's store, and
csme out to them: Mb‘f“ Nd':“h &
perry “ Hallo! hillo! Jamie Hadden!"” that
st 5!l the echoes of the hills and barns about
1o wying, “Hallo! hillo! Jamie Hadden! Had-
gor* 1adden!” A salmon trout, a hiandsome
illow, canght away, bit by bit, the last morsel
of Arthar Fletcher's carefully-selected, carefal-
Iy fixed bait, while, concealed by a huge rock
that jutted out, he looked on the jolly greet-
ngs and hand-shakings of the youngsters. By
sod by, something was amiss with one of Ar-
thur Cabot's skates, when he and Jamie (who
{or some time had been abstractedly steering
ooe way aud another, by themselves) drew up
{4 the shore, and sat down on some rocks close
by the largs one beyond which Arthur Fletch-
er was—angling.

“1le's & capital fellow, uncle Arthuris; I
know thut ; nobody knows more about that than
1 do . for, vou see, be's given me more than ten
dollars, one time and another, since he's been
here, without once asking, or looking into my
face as if he wanted to ask, how I was going to
spend it.  That's all the best of it, don't you
think 507" Young Cabot looked up, laughing,
from the cords he was disentangling “ The old
man”" (he meant his father) “is particular, you
see. 1He's afraid I'll be guzzling brandy every
bour of my life, if 1 have the chink by me, I
suppoee, becanse he has happened to see me
pretty well boozled twice.”

“Has he?" Jamie asked, starting.

“He has, old felldw!" looking down on his
work with & gathering frown, and jerking the
Corus,

Jamie did not speak. He sat with his
thoughtiul eyea on the far-off, misty-blue hills.

“| suppose you don't think much better of
my brandy-drinking than I do of your Know
Nothingiem,” said Cabot, at length, without
looking up, without letting his frown go at all.
“Ther're both mean enough, if the truth is
known ; but you followed good men, you say,
into your Know Nothingism ; I can say that I
followed good men into my brandy-drinking.”

Jamie looked up, inquiringly, with the
thonghtful eyes still, still with the sorry mouth
sud chin.

“You say you followed uncle Arthur, Dr.
Hemmond, Esquire Such-a-one, and Esquire
[hisone,” resumed Cabot. “I followed pre-
cisely the same men when I drank my brandy.
You are surprised, I see; perhaps you doubt
it; but it's a fact, When these men are with
i certain set, under certain ecircumstances of

lace and time, they drink brandy. This ia all
Tis all 1 ever mean to do. I never
mean to pget boozled again; I don't suppose
that uncle Arthur, or Dr. Hammond, either,
erer gt boozled. Good! now the thing will
do," shaking his foot, to try the firmness of the
skute. “Come, old fellow!” starting to his
feet—* I've given you the biues, I see. Too bad!
For, there's one thing vou and the old gentle-
man may depend on—I will never be a drunk-
ard, or mnything mean. I will drink a little
wow and then. I won't work very hard, if I
can any way live without it"——

“1), Arthur! you don’t know, then, what is
good for us young men in this life,” interrupt-
ed Jamie, speaking earnestly, looking earnest-
ly into Arthur’s face.

“Ithink 1 do. I like the way uncle Arthur
lives. Hunting, fishing—getting into the Legia-
lature, for the fun of it, without caring a devil
for the pay—clubs, handsome chambers, books
strewed wround, handsome slippers, and robe
“ chambre, hound and good-blooded steed,
wine onee & day or so, brandy (tut!) once a—
when it comes in, all right—that’s the life for
mwe.  And, think of it as you will, my Jamie
fladden, my good fellow, (for I honestly think
vou are the best fellow in the world, not be-
yinning to except ‘ our minister,’) it is exactl
the life of my uncle Arthur, the man you loo
up to Hi-lfynu thought he were a sort of Jesus,
leads, Faet!™

Jamie did not speak; he was bending low
over bis skates, standing, as if to try their ad-
justment,

“There's & mighty lot of humbug and silli-
u%es in this world, Jamie Haddeu; did you
ki!w‘l: 117" asked Arthur, describing a circle on
bs skates,  “Uncle Arthur thinks he's good ;
but be's mighty—lazy, or something of that
sor. The old man" (the frown that came at
vrery wmention of his father, coming now)
‘thinks he's good, but he's as rigid and set
and cross as the devil. He is! He's one of
your one-idea men. Some of these men—
they're calling us ; they're for going—soma of
these men are for Slavery; that is, for the
sbolition of it; and they don't know, you cau't
“unvince them that there’s another evil in the
countrs but Slavery. Even so much disunion
aad amushing up are nothing. N othing is any-
thing, but Slavery. The old man’s hobby is
‘emperance, and has been, whenever there's
the Jeast thing to stir him up in this direction,
these twenty years. If s boy drinks anything
besoud home-brewed beer, he's on the road to
perdition, if he hasn’t one cther uninoky habit
Uster beaven. If o men drinks a little, ever
so little, "i" may be the best-hearted man that
c¥r dived, may have ten good things about
L'tu., U mv father's one, but it's nothing. He's
O percition, fairly.  In this way, he helps
drive & (allow chere, if he did but know it! If
I'm ever & drunkard, (yes, Jamie, as you say,
“Uod forlid ) but if 1 ever sm, I know what 1
uhdi_rin. I shall lift my hand so,” thrusting a
qusking Land up into the air; “looking back
' wy {ather like this,” with & horrible frown
a horrible gesture of defiance and scorn, “i
“all sas 15 him—* You 8id it, sir! Trying to
trite me away from it; when I wss & great
¥4y off, snd in no danger, you drove me into
"'°8ud bere I am ! here I am!’ " He screamed
the words with both hsnds aloft, thrust a little
‘orwerd, and energetically spread, as if he were
& demon. “T should say to my uncle Arghur,”
((iomm ued he, after o brief and coming
O%u at once, “I should say to him, * You led
o€, uncle, but you didn't mean it.” This would

do,

tvough to say to him. Saying this would
hl:_lf-kl]l bim, half-kill me; for 's some-
thing sbout him, this something that you spoke

o that I love with all my apul. I don't sup-
pose he knows it, or thinks of it; byt one that

work.

“ Sloshy day nnder foot; ter’ble wet, like;
liﬁinqhi-mthoot.hdmwhov'
ed. “Whoa, hish!” to his oxen.
hish! don't ye hear?"

The oxen heard, and halted. Mr. Crocket,
twisting bis swkward limbs into all manner of
contertions conceivable in the simple process
afbmuaion,emuplothmhmbo&
arms above his elbows over it, to Mr.
Fletcher how ke thought town meet’n was “like

n
M&nﬁl himself to be gracious, and
off the gate the third time, aa if he mgﬂin&
only to settle again, (this time with his bac

to
 to

to the gate,) to thmuhiselboﬂowf!nd
launch off upon another consideration of “ town
meetin’ and politics.”

At last he was off. And then, with & snap
of the whip, and a “ch’ck ™ from young Cabot,
he and Arthur Fletcher were off, lioeu- faces to-

wards F It was a did day, the very
last of February. The sleighing was

after they left the village, it si of the
coming spring were on all the and sky,

as they rode on over the hilla, in sight of the
distant mountains ; past the farm-yards, where
the cattle were lowing and the sheep bleating,
as if with love and longing for the pastures
and the wood.

They met Squire Blake when almost over to
. He waas letting his horse rllod, with his
own chosen, sleepy gait, up a slight ascent,
when they met hIPIn, while he, with his chin
drop on his breast, watched, abstractedly,
the A's and V’s his whip-lash was describing
in the soft snow.

“Ahah!” said he, like one waking, when he
saw them. His horse stopped; and then young
Cabot drew in his rein,

“Our horses np here in New Hampshire
learn, about this time of the year, ('lection
time, Jyou know,) to stop at every team they
meet,” said the good-natured Squire, laughing
a litile. * Bound for F—— 1"

% Yes, gir.”

“For—for Mr. Hadden’s, if I may ask?”
as if he were a good deal ashamed or afraid
to ask,

“ For Mr. Hadden’s, Bquire Blake,” answer-
ed Fletcher, with a look of straight-forward
honesty on all his handsome face. * Any com-
mands?”

“No, I believe not,” with a uncon-
scious shrug and sigh, unconsciously falling
again to lashing the snow gently, and to watch-
ing the effect. “I’ve just come from there, if
the truth is known,” tucking in his buffalo
robe now, and taking a survey of things in
general about his equipments. *“I've been
there, Mr. Fletcher,” now looking up with an
expreasion of recently-achieved self mastery.
“And now I've come away. I hope you
come away with a little better spirits than I
have. Good day, sir.”

Arthur Fletcher went on his way thought-
fully, now and then bringing himself to say
some fresh thing to his companion; for the
rest, pitying Squire Blake; and, in spite of all

e little admonitions of Casution, ing to
his own future with “a sober certainty of wa-
king bliss.”” Young Cabot, too, had his visions
of a coming brightness. He, every now and
then, with a glad sounding voice, broke in
with—* Good ! Jamie Hadden will go right
up, you see,” suiting his words with the spirited
action of his whip, ““ and walk on the air, some,
when I tell him where I'm bound. I've seen
nothing since the poor fellow was over to the
Dridge the other day, nothing in the world, but
the sorry face he had when [ told him what a
devil of a way I was getting to. Ch'ck, Tom!
we two are in & hurry! I've been wondering
what makes me sure of doing all I want to;
and I know, in the first place, I hadn't
very deep in the mire, you see; I "t
got so as to soak down the brandy, because I
loved the taste of it, exactly, or the foddle. I
drank it generally when I was vexed with fa-
ther, or was so tired of that miserable counter,
that 1 dida't know or care what I did with
myself. Besides, you’ve got hold of me. I'll
venture myself now. Ch'ck, Tom! Father
used to talk, before me, of what Gilmore of
Coucord had done, and the Lawrences of Bos-
ton; but didn’t I know I could never do, as a
merchant, what they had done? If I had had
8 genius and a liking for it, so that I counld
have struck off at once into the right path, and
begun to climb, I wouldn’t have minded it
I should have liked it. Just let me feel that
I'm climbing, and I don't care a pin how rough
and hard the steps are. But to be forever
barred in there, gcooping teas and sugar, and
measuring calicoes, with my hankering and
thirsting afler air, stir, and study, you see. But
then, after all, I'd no business to make the
matter ten times worse, by flying to brandy and
to complete idleness, and all manner of rollick-

doing that thing. He can wait, and watoh,
and see what will turn up; if not early, why,
then, late. Can't he, Tom? Tom, we are al-
most there, Tommy.”

“Jamie!” said young Cabot, beckoning
him before he fairly his overcoat off.
two went awsy together, and nothing more was
seen of them ::ftil t.h:a tea-hell rang. Then
they came down from Jamie's chamber, their
liul}; fingers locked together, their countenan-
:», bright, but showing the traces of strong
eeling.

Now, while the young men were ahove stairs,
talking, rolling bits of paper mechanically in
their fingers, mechanically picking them into
tinier bits, Mr. and Mrs. en, Julis, and
el ipamicy bl .:lhe pu‘l:rweoudﬂlngw —

en's work table, in A i
young Cabot and ?amiu'a fature, and laying
plansy and, while they considered and laid
Slma, Mrs. Hadden, at least more than once,

ropped her part of the colloqay, quite losing
berself, thinking that, certainly, she had never
known b;rthur el.t:luul;l r.uliﬁl m;l;ov It had al-
ways been easy en to intelligence in
bim, and all mmn:rugf learning, and of azil'it,
too, whe? stirred ; btll:’now she saw something
new—a feeling, gentle, loving wisdo llllllllng'
all his dimnf;e,sgiving manli mnn light to
all his expression.

She went out, at Iast, to see what little Kate
was doing for tea. Mr. Hadden, at the same
time, went to bring his 7ribune from the office—
that was the day for it—he geaerally gotit the
hour that it came, he said—* for my wife;"” he

looked back, to add, as he was following Mrs.
Hadden out—*of course, I don't m care
snytlz‘mg abont the Whig and Aboi{;'aon ocon-

cern.

“Ah!” contended Mrs. Hadden, tucking her
head back into the room, close by his shoalder,
““don’t believe him, Arthur Fletcher! he de-
vours it, every word of it! I can’t get it for
two whole hours, and sometimes more, too; un-
less something gomes along that he must attend
to.” Mr. en had hold of ber, and was
taking her along the hall to the kitchen door,
before she was through with her laughing pro-

takes hold of ng young fellows, of everybody, | test.

us he does, or can
vuty ought to be

a others. He went like light-
o 1o meet them ; they, answering his call,
comizy like lightning to meet him.

§ lor poor Jamie, he followed slowly, me-
chamcally, with his heavy, troubled heart.

As for Arthar Fletcher, who bad overheard
ol that passed, God knows how his heart
4u8kad, aud in what new emotions of self-accu-
Sion and fear. He went home like oge i
"eam, leaving his brace of fish half
h.hmhg_,_ukhn lying there the ice and cn

wiore. He wogld have felt “a grass
n;n burden” in that hour. Tt

%o to bim, woreover, in that
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ing, had I? No young man huarisht to be | affairs.

The | up a fort, from which our enemies could

in both bis, and with bis bead close by hers, to
tell him whether there was an him to
Bope. Could she love hith, ..‘a:y,-m
Inlmllbv'nkﬁd'hm'uﬂq & heart
lihlunhthlheulmhhum,
“Yes,” Julia said, with vgu,ud
dropping her head still lower. he
q;wh;mhhh,uhlﬂﬁm
80 as to !.ohﬁou,
_Yes, she loved him then. She bad loved
him, even as he had her, from the first hour
they met. And then, with her head lying on
?}:d“mhmbm;ﬁ'h“ to
mmmmmmﬁmhm:
hour, as the one in which she had sealed, not
his joy only, but her own also.
For the National Era.
THE ANGEL GUEST.
BY RUTH HARPER.
The maiden, at her nt, was ehanting low and
awesl ;
With silken twine on tissua rare, her fingers, white and
fieet,
Tracad bud and flower and folinge, and ever, as she
wrought,
A smile broke o'er her lovely face, from some sweet hid-
den thought.

A stranger ssught the porial; he was old and travel-
worn ;

He said, T have not tasted food since early yester-morn.

Thou sseest | am ied sore, and maiden fair, of thee,

Who toil or want hast never known, beseech I charity.

She luid aside her broidery, and spoke with secents
aweel ;

Then led him to & chamber fuir, and bathed his burning
feet;

She brought him pure white raiment, and food, fair wheat-
en bread,

And bude him rest his woary frame upon the downy bed.

Then, as she was departing, athwart the purple gloom,

Made by the silken drapery, that shadowed all the room,

Came of gold brigh ; sbhe d, and
standing there,

Instead of outworn pilgrim, saw an angel, calm and fair.

And a voice of untold sweetness, like harp-strings ring-
ing eclear,

Fell on her sense in music, while she hushed her heart to
hear.

It spake: “O fair young maiden, His bleasing on thee

Who said, ‘ kind deeds to lowliest ones are likewise done
to me.’

“In guise of wanderer needy, already thrice to-day,
With scoffing words [ have been driven from lordly hall
LWRY.

Thou, tried, art found not wantng; [ therefore summon
thee, 5

In seven days, at God's right hand, to join the blest with
ma. "

The radiant vision faded ; the angel-voice was stilled ;

Deep peace, o heavenly blessedness, the mniden's bosom
filled.

No sickness foll upon her; yet on the seventh day,

With pure hands meekly folded, in death's sweet sieep
she lay.

i

DRED:

A TALE OF THE GREAT DISMAL SWAMP.
BY MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE,

CHAP. XXI.
Frank Russel’s Opinions.

Cla, was still pursuing the object which
he hf::duukm pHa determined to petition
the Legislature to grant to the slave the right of
secking legal redress in cases of injury; and,
as & neceseary step to this, the right of ng
testimony in legal action. As Frank Russel
was a candidate for the next State Legislature,
he visited hlilm for the purpose of getting him to
present such a petition.

Our readers &?ﬁm& in on the scene, ina
small retired back room of Frank’s office, where
his bachelor establishment as yet was kept.
Clayton bad been giving him an earnest ac-
count of his plans and designs.

“The only eafe way of gradual emancipa-
tio,” said Clayton, * is the reforming of law;
and the beginning of all legal reform must of
course be giving the slave legal personality.
It's of no use to enact laws for his protection
in his family state, or in any other condition,
till we open to him an avenue through which,
if they are violated, his grievances can be heard,
and can be ed. A thousand laws for his
eomfort, without this, are only a dead letter.”

“I know it,” said Frank Ruasel; “there
never was anything under heaven so atrocious
as our slave code. It’s a bottomless pit of op:
pression. Nobody knows it so well as we law-
yers. But, then, Clayton, it's quite another thing
what's to be done about it.”

“Why, I think it's very plain what's to be
done,” said Clayton. “ Qo right forward and
anlig‘lten the community. Get the law reform-
ed. That's what I have taken for my work;
and, Fraok, you must help me.”

“Hum!” said Frank. “ Now, the fact is,
Clayton, if I wore a stiff white neckeloth, and had
a D. D. to my name, I should tell you that the
interests of Zion stood in the way, and that it
waa my daty to preserve my influence, for the
sake of being able to take care of the Lord's
i But, as I am not so fortunate, I must
just say, withont fgrther preface, that it won't
do for me to eompromise Frank Rusgel's in-
terests. Clayton, I can't afford it—that's just
it. It won't do. You see, our party can’t take
up that kind of thing. It would be just lﬁatting

re on
us at their leisure. If I go into the Legislature,
I have to go in by my party. I have to re
gent my and, of conrse, I can’t afford to
do sn that will compromise them.”

“ Well, now, Frank,” said Clayton, serional
and soberly, “are you going to put your n
iutotﬁtchamu l.hia;‘:o barled aho;:!t‘ all

ife long—the bond-slave of a
p:'No:l]IZiby. good deal!l” said Russel. “The
noose will change ends, one of these days, and
I’ll drag the m Bat we must all stoop to

W m r [ reall nothi

o you propoae ng more
I.L.n how A

to yourzelf to rise in the world?”
eaid Clayton. “Tsn't there any and good
work that has beauty for yon? Isn't there any-

thing in heroism self-sacrifice 7"

“%V " said Russell, after a short pause,
“may be there is; but, l&eull.mn?wr- is there?
The world looks to me like a confounced hum-
bug, & hoax, and everything is going in
fm-ggm ; and, I say, hang it all, why ﬂ:ﬁn’t
I have some of the grub, as well as the rest?”

“ Man shall not live by bread alone!” said

Ch“ ad’s & pretty good thing, thongh, after
all,” said Frauk, shrugging his shoulders.

*“Bat,"” said Cla , “ Frank, I-am in ear-
nest, and you've got to be. I want you to go
with me

w&amhofyonrml.vhm
the water is still, and to me on honor. This
kind of half;joking way that you have ian’t a good
gign, Frank; it's too old for you. A man that
makes & ju‘.o of enqlh'mgn our :E:Lwhu
do before he is fifty ow, Frank, you
that this system of Slavery, if we don't
will eat out this country like a can-

it,” said Frank. “ For that matter,
e “?fﬂ;” ofhing else, if
n else, i

'chu*hnmnl- for the
something for the
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ites, | the state of the law

do npsm&ueumﬂmuth
'hz:n mmammﬁ
that? The poor whites may go the devil, for
all them; and as for the ruin of the State, it
won't come in their day ; aud ‘after us the del-
uge,’ you know. WThunhohlk! These men
are our masters; are 3 are mine;
they are masters of in“:'i:’unl}‘nimi
They can crack their uh;p;n:::um

s isn't any other ladder. There isn't

interest, not & body of men, in these whole
United Btates, that ey can’t control ; and 1
tell yon,ﬁ?&n,you might as well throw ashes
into the oft.benonh'in:},uunéuuh
to fight their influence, Now, if there was any
hope ufdoings:{good by this, if there was the
least prospect nceeezil'xﬁ::hy, I’d join in
with you; but there ian't. thing is & fixed
fact, and why shouldn’t I climb up on it, as well
as e else 7

“ Nothing is fixed,” said Clayton, “ that isn’t
gﬂ’in right. God and nature fight against

“They do, I suppose; but it’s & long cam-
paign,” said Frank, “and I must be on the side
that will win while I'm alive. Now, Clayton,
to you I always speak the truth; I won’t hum-
bug you. I wmllig success. I am of Frederick
the drm’: creed, ‘that Providence goes with
the strongest battalions.'

“1 wasn’t made for defeat. I must have
power. The preservatisn of this system, whole
and entire, is to be the policy of the leaders of
thia generation. The is, they stand where
it must be their policy. They must spread it
over the whole territory. They must get the
balance of power in the country, to build them.
selves up againstthe public opinion of mankicd.

“ Why, Clayton, moral sentiment, as you call
it, is & humbug! The whole world acquiesces
in what goes—they always have. There is a
great outery about Slavery now ; but let it suc-
ceed, and there won’t be. When they can out-
vote the Northern States, they’!l put lzem down.
They have kept them subservient by intrigue
so far, and by and by they’ll have the strength
to put them down by force. England makes a
fuss now; but let them only succeed, and'she'll
be aa civil as a sheep. Of course, men always
make & fuss about injustice, when they have
nothing to gain by holding their tongues; but
England’s mouth will be stopped with cotton—
you'll see it. They love trade, and hate war.
And go the fuss of Anti-Slavery will die out in
the world. Now, when see what a poor
hoax human nature is, what’s the use'of bother-
ing? The whole race together aren’t worth a
batton, Clayton, and self-sacrifice for such fools
is 8 humbug. That’s my p me!"”

“Well, Frank, you have made a clean breast;
so will . The human race, as you say, may be
a humbug, but it's every man’s duty to know
for himum' that ke isn’t one. Jamnot. I do
not worship success, and will not. And if a
cause is & right and honorable one, I will labor
in it till | dis, whether there is any chanoa of
succeeding or not.”

“Well, now,” said Frank Russel, “I dare
say it's so. I respect your sort of folks; you
form an agreeable heroic poem, with which one
can amuse the tediousvess of life. I suppose
it won't do you any to tell you that you
are getting immensely unpopular, with what you
are doing."”

“ No,” said Clayton, “it won'.”

“T am really afraid,” said Russel, “that they'll
mob you, somg of these bright days.”

“Very well,” said Clayton.

%0, of course, I knew it would be very well ;
but say, Clayton, what do you want to get up a
petition on that point for? Why don't you get
up one to prevent the separation of families?
There’s been such a muss made about that in
Europe, and all round the world, that it's rather
the fashion to move about that a little. Poli-
ticians like to appear to intend to begin to do
something about it. It has a pleasing effect,
and gives the Northern editors and ministers
something to say, as an apology for our sins.
Besides, there are a good many limtnlla-heamd
folks, who don’t see very deep into things, that
really think it possible to do something effective
on this subject. If you get up a petition for
that, you might take the tide with you; and I'd
dq something ahout it, myself.”

“You know very well, Frank, for I told you,
that it’s no use to pass laws for that, without

iving the slaves power to sue or give evidence,
in cage of violation. The improvement I pro-
touches the root of the matter.”

“That's the fact—it surely does!” said Rus-
sel. “ And, for that very reason, you'll never
carry it. Now, Clayton, I just want to ask youn
one question. Oan you fight? Will you fight?
Will you wear 3 bowie-knife and pistol, and
ghoot every fellow down thet comes at you?"

“ Why, no, of conrse, Frank. You know that
I never was a fighting man. Such brute ways
are not to my taste.”

“ Then, my dear sir, you shouldn't set up for
a reformer in Southern States. Now, I'll tell
yon one thing, Clayton, that I've heard. You
made some remarks at a public meeting, up at
E., that have started a mad-dog which I
suppose came from Tom Gordon. kee here ;
have you noticed this article in the Trumpet of
Liberty?” said he, looking over a confased
stack of papers on his table. “ Where's the
article? O, here it is.”

At the same time he handed Clayton a sheet
bearing the motto “ Liberty and [Union, now
snd forever, one and inseparable,” and pointed
to an article headed

4 Covert Abolitionism! Citizens, Beware !—
diing rsoth daimwed Mot e W stibarsse
closing epeech deli ore the in

o] tural Bociety, in the course of 'lliehgzz
speaker, Mr. Edward Clayton, gratnitonsly wan-
dered away from his subject, to make inflamma-
tory and seditious comments on the state of the
laws which regulate onr negro population. Tt
is tima for the friends of our institutions to be
awake, Buoch remarks, dropped in the ear of
& restless and ;gnonnt pogull.tion, will be a
fruitful source of sedition and insurrection. This
young man is supposed to be infected with the
virus of Northern Abolitionists. We cannot too
narrowly watch the course of such individuals ;
for the only price at which we can maintain
liberty is eternal vigilance. Mr. Clayton be-
longs to one of our oldest and most respected
families, which makes his conduct the more in-
ot -

Cla; rused this with a quist smile, which
was m:ﬂ: him. 3 d.’

“The band of Joab is in that thing,” said
Frank Ruasel.

“I'm sure I said very little,” said Clayton.
“T was only showing the advantage to our agri-
cultare of & higher tone of moral feeling am
our laborers, whi ofmmhdmemlpu:m

og them
no::‘l;ﬂz b;‘:nrllltu:';gd 'h:zon." » ¥ :
3at, 't you know, { ;" said Russel,
“that if a fellow has “my;o:“ ?w

ing him the least ill-will—that he pui’::dmen- tale

dous power in his hands by making such re-

marks? Why, our eqmmonp ig-
that mmhmﬁm”‘y

who wanta them. are just 8
by beat-

g
§

“ " .
W.e‘llt,hnifl(}hy?n,“l have talked with

pick & quarrel with him, and
off thereel. My stomach isn't
e ers, and that sort of thing
promise me with my pntly."
" 8 “
mmzuu, said Clayton, shall not
* My dear fellow,” said Russel, “you philos-
are very much mistaken about the use
carnal ns. Aslong as you wrestle with
flesh and ; you had better use fleshly means.
At any rate, a gentlemanly brace of pistols
won't hurt you ; and, in fact, Clayton, I am se-
rious. You must wear pi

2
-

it keeps them off. They have an objection to
being shot, as this is all the world they are likel
to bave. And I think, Clayton, you can fire
a pistol in as edifying and dignified a mln‘l?;r
&8 yOou CRn 84y grace on proper occasions. The
fact is, before long therep:')ll be a row kicked
ap. I'm ermuysm of it, Tom Gordon is a
m fellow than you'd think, and he has
himself for Con ; and he means to
g0 in onthe tl:uuder-nnj-blazes principle, which
will give him the vote of all the rabble. He'll
into Congress to do the fighting and slash-
ing. There always must be a bully or two
there, you know, to koock down fellows that
you can't settle any other way. And nothing
would suit him better, to get his name up, than
hendinﬁ a crusade against an Abolitiohist.”

“Well,” eaid Clayton, “if it's come to that,
that we can't speak and discuss freely in onr
own State, where are we?”

“ Where are we, my dear fellow? Why, I
know where we are; and if you don't, it's time
you did. Discuss Ereely? inly we can,
on one side of the question ; or on both sides of
any other question than this. But this you
cau’t discuss freely, and they can't afford to let
you, as long as they mean to keep their power.
Do you suppose they are going to let these poor
devile, whites, get their bandages off their eyes,
that make them 8o easy to lead now? There
wonld be a pretty bill to pay, if they did! Just
now, these fellows are in as safe and comforta-
ble & condition for use as party could desire;
because they have votes, and we have the gui.
ding of them. And they rage, and swear, and
tear, for our institutions, because they are fools,
and don't know what hurts them. Then, there's
the niggers. Those fellows are deep. They
have #s long ears as little pitchers, and they
are such a sort of fussy set, that whatever is
going on in the community is always in their
mouths, and so comes up that old fear of insur-
rection. That's the awful word, Clayton! That
lies at the bottom of & good many things in our
State, more than we choose to let on. These
negroes are a black well; you never know
what's at the bottom.”

“Well,” said Clayton, “the only safeguard
to prevent this is reform. They are a patient
set, and will bear & great while; and if they
only see that anything is being done, it will be
an effectual prevention. If you want insurree-
tion, the only way is to shut down the escape
valve; for, will ye nill ye, the steam must rise.
You see, in this day, minds will grow. They
are growing. There's no help for it, and there’s
no foree like the force of growth. I have seen
a rock split in two by the growing of an elm-
tree that wanied light and air, and would make
its way E-Ethmugh it, Look st all the aristoc-
racies of Europe. They have gone down under
this force. Ounly one has stood—that of Eng-
land. And how came that tostand 7 Because
it knew when to yield ; because it never con-
fined discussion; because it gave way graceful-
ly before the growing force of the people. That's
Lﬂe reason it stands to-day, while the aristocra-
cy of France has been blown to atoms.”

“ My dear fellow,” said Russel, “ this is all
very true and convincing, no doubt: but you
won't make our aristocracy believe it. They
have mounted the lightning, and they are going
to ride it, whip and spur. They are going to
annex Cuba and the S8andwich Islands, and the
Lord knows what, and have a great and splen-
did slaveholding empire. And the North is
going to be what Greece was to Rome. We
shall govern it, and it will attend to the arts of
life for us. The South understands governing.
We are trained to rule from the cradle. We
have leisure to rule. We have nothing else to
do. The free States have their factories, and
their warehouses, and their schools, aad their
internal improvements, to £ill up their minds;
and, if we are careful, and don't tell them too
plain where we are taking them, they'll never
know it till they get there.”

“ Well,” md’ Iayton, “ there's one element
of force that you've left out in your calculation,”

“ And what's that?” said Russel.

" “God!” said Clayton.

“1 don't know anything about him,” said
Rusael.

“You may have occasion to learn, one of
these days,” said Clayton. “I believe he is
alive yet.”

. The Hon. Josiah Quincy, sen., now 85 years
of age, and still & young man, has published
the address which he delivered in Quincy, last
June. We copy from the Boston Atlas the
dedication—a word of fire:

“ The question to be decided at the ensuin
Presidential election, is, who shall hencef
rule the nation—the slave States or the free
States? All the aspects of our political atmos-

e indicate an approaching hurricane.
: he:ll:n“ it shall sweep :::llgzlon from i]u
oundations, or whether it prosperously
weathered, depends, under Heaven, on the man
whom the people shall choose to pilot them
through the coming storm. In my f'adgmant,
that man is John Charles Fremont. 1 have not,
and never had, any connection with the party
that selected him. Personally, I know him not
but I have read the history of his life, and I
believe him to be a man as much marked out
by Providence for the present exigency of our
nation, a8 Washington was for that of our Amer-
ican Revolution. He eomes from whence great
mengenerally do come, from the mass of the peo-
ple. N in difficulties ; practiced in sur-
mounting them; wise in council; full of re-
sources ; self-possessed in danger; fearless and
foremost in every yseful enterprise ; unexcep-
tionable in morals ; with an intellect elevated by
nature, and cultivated in laborious fields of du-
ty—I trust he is destined to save this Union from
dissolution; to restore the Constitution to its
iginal purity ; and to relieve that instrument,
which Washington deaigned for the preserva-
tion and enlargement of Freedom, from being
any longer perverted to the multiplication of
slave States and the extension of Slavery.”

Gerriy Svith Ann FPrevoNT.—Gerrit Smith
sto in this city yesterday, on his way to the
late Kansas meeting at Buffalo. While here
the following colloquy occurred betweenhim and
another gentleman :

“Are you acquainted with Mr. Fremont, Mr.
Smith ?’

“Very well—he dined with me several times

 at Washington, and he is a great favorite in my

”
sélﬂtkindo{'gmnhha?”
. ?‘Hoi-tbemootmodml man I eyer hu!r—é
e rarely speaks, unless spoken to; a man o
mim ulses, and an accomplished
Mh;t:’r.’ ¥ ’
“Is he firm—has he decision of character—
is he reliable, in case he is elected President?”
“ Perfectly ; if Mr. Fremont is President, he
will carry cut his convictions promptly, and with
unfaltering firmness.”
“Is be a slayeholder 7
«No, never. Until lately, he has been very
lndinhn;oonditintobellhnholdu'.
ﬁ,smﬂ
what do

ou think of Jessie ?"

he

&
th

i ighly educated, .
plished. Hoe mother ilhgaiq:hr of m:-

—_—
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x | ed, will give the name of the posto ange |
| from, as well ss the post office they wish it
| hereafter sent fo.

B& Subscribers wishing their pa?m':l;.::nngd-
ce ¥ 8

8~ All commaunicstions to the whether
on business of the paper or for publicatior,
should be addresszed to
G. BAILEY, Washéingion, D. C.

or McDowell, of Virginis, (an Abolitionist.)
Mrs. Fremont told me her mother ht her
to bate Slavery, and she did hate it. She said
she would never own a slave, nor permit one
to do her work. She did her own work, rather.
It is & shrewd choice, the selection of Fremont.
It is of great importance that he be elected.

- | The guestion is not now a constitutional ques-
tion, utsa:cﬁond‘blou——-'uqnuuon;
and if the battlasis to be in

we
should cast aside party, and fight the battle,”
! Syracuse

The Bebietn, |

Tae Lirz axp Aovestvres or Jasxss P. Beckwousrn,
Mountaineer, Beout, and Pioneer and Chisf of the
Crow Nations. With Illasirstions. Written from his
own dictation. By T. D. Bonner. New York: Harper
& Brothers. For salo by Franek Taylor, Washingion,
D.cC.

We strongly suspect that no small deduction
must be made from the maultifarions record of
events and encounters here narrated. That
there is a basis, in the halfsavage life of the
hunter of buffaloes and scout in Indian war-
fare, for & “long yarn,” as the sailor might say,
of this description, no one would deny. But
parts of the tale smack of the “fish story.”
Mr. Beckwourth, or his narrator, has it all his
own way, and we can fancy a lurking smile at
the thought how glibly he puts together such
a discordant mass of material brought out
from the storehouse of emory, where there is
no one at hand positively to contradict him.
But the account is very deficient in dates.
Comparing parts of the Indian adventures
among the Crows, his chieftainskip, &e., with
Catlin’s well-known book, published years since,
they do not seem to be very comsistent. No
such characters or portraits are there to be
found, not an allusion to the famous chief,
Medicine Calf, or his brother chiefs, and the
many wives, the heroines and beauties, some
of whom the painter would have been almost
sure to sketch, while fixing on his canvass so
many other and inferior ones. Viewed, as we
think the book must be, as half fiction, exhibit-
ing a succession of wild scenes and adventures,
and depicting incidents of savage life with the
perils of the forest path, it has much to interest
the reader. The details, however, are lacking
in the particular points which might stamp it
with trothfulness. The allusions to Indian life
are such as could be picked up without the long
actnal residence claimed; and those which, yet
more peculiar, would naturally be its results,
we look for in vain. Beckwourth, the hunter
and mountaineer, is undoubtedly one of that
class who are to be met with all through the
| far West and in California, abandoning civili-
zed life, to herd among Indians, or others like
himself, and, regardless of the customs or laws
of God or man, plunge unhesitatingly into the
immoralities of the savage state. His apolo-
gies for his polygamy, and otber vices and
crimes, are flimsy enough; and however the
reader, hurried on by tale of forest dangers and
bloody warfare, may stop not to mark them,
yet the rules of stricter judgment compel us
to notice and condem them. We suspect that
many of the Missouri outlaws, whose barbari-
ties in Kaneas are so well known, might find
their counterpart here, though of course all is
not told that might have been. Aside from the
incongruities of the story, and the unbounded
self-glorification which is the staple of the
book, it is written well enough for the purpose,
and numerous readers will ewallow down its
marvels,

From Mr. Taylor, also, we have received
Harrer's Maoazixe for August, and another
of the Abbott Story Books, called the Turer
Gorn Dorrars, profusely illustrated as for-
mer ones, and of & similar cast in readable
matter. Likewise, Tue Marmixs or Cro'
Martix, a tale of Irish life, by Charles Lever,
whose reputation in this style of writing is well
known. He has written hetter, we think.

Tae Mysteny ; or, Evil and God. By John Young, L. L.D,,
of Edinburgh. Philadelphin: J. B. Lippineoit & Co.
1%56. For sale by Franck Taylor, Washingion, D. ©

Mystery, indeed! Our author enters upon
the solution with right good will, and grapples
it manfully, But, has he fathomed it? No,
nor can he or any other mortal ever do se. Re-
move one difficulty, and yet others face you

One grand trouble in the discussion is the lia-

bility of the mind to practice a fallacy upon it-

sel. Oaur author, in this volume, has not es-
caped this stumbling-block. He writes in gen-
eral in clear language. There is no particular
difficalty in understanding him, thongh parts of
his work are more obscure than others, He
makes many statements, and does so with per-
haps an air of dogmatism that shows, we should
think, the teacher accustomed to lay down doc-
trines to pupils. He says many good things, and
his aim is & most laudable one. He is & reverent
believer in Revelation, the great truths of the
Hible, and of the Cross of Christ. Man, he
claims, is & free moral agent, and rests the
statement on universal consciousness, that how-
ever men may he constrained in doing, yet is
willing there can be no compulsion ; and that,
when one thing is chosen, the will as a faculty
was adequate to the contrary choice. All as.
sertions or fancied proof to the contrary cannot
set aside the fact. But when our author comes
to the real gist of the question—the Aow, the
untying of the Gordian Knot, he is as much at
fault as every ather. Hvil, moral evil, is the
resultofthe will of a free moral agent. Batshould
g free maral agent, perfectly holy, and, as we
believe, one of highest of oreated spirits, like the
prince of the now fallen angels, make that
choice, and step out from the line of daty,
happiness, and glory, into rebellion and mis-
ery, the mysilery is as great as ever. In the
bold, earnest discussion of trutha to which con-
science yields its assent, Mr. Young argues
well. There is nothing but what has been said
over and over again thousands of times, though
possibly wearing here & new dress of language.

Hut when he puts forth his hand to cope with

such metaphysicians as Jonathan Edwards and

Sir William Hamilton, he fails. He blinks the

question, or rather, often practices a fallacy on

himself by changing the point at issue, and then

dealing with it as if it were the same. It is a

book, however, of deep interest {0 thase who are

fond of such discnssions. We question if it be
nat of & natare, from its subject and mode of
srgument, to find but few readers among the
many for whom there is 50 mugh more coming
from the press, domanding less thonght, and
more attractive in style and matter, [t is well
printed, and, so far as style and paper are con*
cerned, easilyread. Not will choose it as

a summer book, this hot weather, though to

sach as do, we can promise they will find

the kernel worth the breaking of the nut,

Tne Buxp Giat ov Wirrewsna; a Life Picture of the

Times of Luther and the Reformation, From the Ger-

man, By John G. Morris, Pasior of the First Lutheran

Chareh, Baltimore. Philadelphia : Lindsay & Blakiston_
1456, For sale by Taylor & Maury, Washingion, D. C.

This is & work of much interest, The Ger-

msn suthor's name is not given, but it is ex

pressively tranalated. It relates to a period of
Protestant history that can never be effaced from
the records of time. It brings us into the in-
terior heart of the great Reformer of Germany,
and depicts, with life-like freshnes:, the passing
scenes and characters at Wittenberg. Wronght
in with incidents that are often of touching pa-
thos, are many of Luther's conversations, and
portions of his writings, thus illustrating his
viewa on a variety of the most important truths
of the Scripture. The great doctrine of justi-
fication by faith, in opposition to salvation by
works of man’s own and his self-righteousness,
stands forth prominent. The interest of the
story centers round the blind girl, whose rels-
tions to a father and sister, by whom she has
been long ill-treated and discarded, but to whow
she became reconciled, and esch of whom, like
herself, are led to true peace by the grace of
God and faith in & crucified Redeemer. A
young Italian artist, whose father and mother
in former days have been connected in the in-
cidents of the life of the blind girl's father, also
bears a prominent part in the tale, and he is the
instrument by whom the development. ia reached. |
The sister dies, the blind girl is united to the |
young man, the object of her love, and the father |
restored to health, and in his right mind blesses
them. The scene in part is laid during the prev-
alence of the plague at Wittenberg, and in the |
courge of the story we ate introduced to Luther
in his horze and with his family, and on what
seems his dying bed, as well to him as to the
faithful pastor and teacher by the side of the |
sick, and probing with a fearful searchingness |
the conscience of the guilty, till the time is come |
to speak the words of peace, and minister true |
consolation. In an artistic point of view, the
story is well put together, and we can commend |
it to our readers as a book which, amid its lights |
and shades, conveys many a lesson to the pre- |
pared heart. Dir. Morris has done well to give |
it an English dress. Parts of Luther's views of

course will not command the assent of even

Protestanta; but, in depicting him as he was, it |
- - - |

wad necessary to give a ceriain degree of prom- |

inence to these—and in this aspect we are not |
gorry to meet them here, where they illustrate |
his character and history.

Brrie Scorr; oF, Liberty Overthrown, A Tale for the

Criris. Columbus: D. Anderson
=, Bianchard. 1556

Cineinnsly 2 Livorge

For reasons that justify him in so doing, the
suthor of this volume withholds his name from |
the effective tale it containa, We pecret that |
he is obliged to take such a course, since that |
name is not unknown to many of our readers as
one which would have borne with it an earnest |
recommendation of his sincerity and unflinch-
ing zeal,and have been a guaranty for the truth
of the facts on which this story of wrong iaj
based. The intrinsic merit of the work, how-
ever, will cause it to urge its way from heart
to heart. It iz the tale of a young Virginia
girl, kidnapped in childhood, carried off, snd
reduced to slavery, by an uncle, the executor
of her father's will, and who, not content with
depriving her of an heiress’s portion, places her
under the yoke of bondage. After a variety of
incidents, she reaches a free State, makes an
attempt for her liberty, is held under the Fugi- |
tive Slave Law, and sent to prison. While
there, waiting the decision of the United States
Commissioner, the prison takes fire, and, with
almost superhuman exertions, she is rescued,
but so injured that her death is the final re-
sult. This is not, however, before the knavery
of the guardian is exposed; she is made free,
and he is compelled to disgorge his ill-gotten |
wealth. The uofolding of the varied events,
a8 bearing on the main point, is managed with
no little skill. Some of the situations allow of
descriptive effect, and are used successfully.
The argument against the Fugitive Slave Law
put into the mouth of Belle Scott's advocate
before the Commissioner, and which is no doubt
meant for a statement of the aathor’s own
views, is ingenious, and commends itself to the
feeling heart of the philanthropist and Chris-
tian. We should fear that the sense of judi-
cial respousibility to God is not yet high enough,
even in the free States, to plant itself on the
“ higher law,” which it claims to be wrought
even into the Constitution of the United States,
Whether such a train of thought has ever act-
ually been addressed to a judge in & plea for
freedom, we do not know ; but we should not
wish to stand in his place, if, setting it all aside,
he dooms an immortal being to Slavery, and
goes, in his own turn, to appear before t.hoi
bar of his God. The noble traits of cheracter
with which Mr. Reed, Mr. aud Mrs. Stillman, ]
and Mrs. Johneton, are depicted, render them i
favorites with the reader. But the sympathy
gathers chiefly round Belle Scott, and we feel ‘
disappointed that she livesa not to enjoy her |
freedom, and to reward, as the reader all along [
believes she will, her champion with her hand.

Tae Mysric axo orner Poews. By Philip James Builey,
Author of Festus. Boston: Ticknor & Fields. 1556
Batraps. By William Makepence Thuckerny. Boswon :

Ticknor & Ficlds, 1558

Both of these worka for =ale by Tuylor & Maury, Wash-

ington, D. C

Two volumes of poetry, both by distinguish-
ed mnthors, but of very different complexion
and character. The first is dreamy, recondite,
fall of new words and compound expressions, |
and it ia difficult at times to detect in his lan- |
guage the author's meaning ; the other, plain
as a pipe-stem, full of humbr, mostly a sort of
rattled-off lines, careless as to matters of taste, |
and yet not always deficient in some of the ele- |
ments of true poetry. The author of “Fes-|
tus " has never, in cur opinion, equalled l.hati
first effort of his muse. His Mystic and Spirit-
ual Legend, in the present volume, fall far be- |
neath it, We do not deny that there is rich |
poetical imagery, and often, also, harmonious |
measure ; but, grand as perhaps some may be
disposed to call the conception, we do not fancy
it. His Mpystic, born first in Egypt, then on i
the Ganges, in Greece, &c., in these transmi- |
grations opens the way to describe the nssimi-
lation of such & being to the phase in which he
appears, But the veil rests over all, and, at
the end of all, we are lost in indistinet remem-
brances of a shade flitting about from one part
of the world to another, with no definite im-
presaion of what the author's ideas are. There
is much more use than in Festus of new-coin-
ed language—in some instances, t0o, where the
plain Baxon would have been better, Of these
poems, the shortest, & Fairy tale, is in our view
far the best, and parts of it are beautiful. But
the spell of Festus, which seemed to take hold
of and captivate the reader, and make him feel
entranced, as Montgomery said, “as though
one had eaten of the root that makes him in-
sane,” is dissolved. There is nothing of it, sure-
ly, in this volume.

Thackeray's Ballads are very much such
things as we should expect from him. Often

genial, humorous, with dashes now aud then

of pathos, vivid by description withont any
aim to be so, becanse perfectly natural, it is
pleasant to read them. They cannot, however,
be placed very highin the order of poetical merit,
nor does the author probsbly so regard them.
They are thrown off with no thought that any
onewill mistake their character—lively sketches,
the most colloquial and even coarse phrases set
together with the more refined and elegant,
they present a curious mixture of almost all
sorts of subjects, originals and translations,
satires and ditties, thrown together by vo lawa
of association, but in admirable confusion. The
popularity of the author may give them a wider
circulation, however, than any intrinsic merit
they can claim.

Lectorss mEAp To THE Sesons
By Edward T. Channing
Rietoric and Oratory

X Hagvamp Coire
inte Hoylston Professor ol
Boston : Ticknor & Fields
For sule by Taylor & Maury, Washingron

Th

mau

results of the studies aud reflections of a
thought and obaservation sre always =
valoahle accession to literature. 1In this light
we regard the volume now before us. The
topics are of high interest. True views of ora-
tory, preaching, criticism, and habita of read
ing and writing, with the nezessary preparaticn
for communicating one's thoughts to others,
especially, should engage the attention of the
youth of our country. There is ever a tenden
ey, and never perhaps has it besn more so, to
exuberance in style; and many are beguiled

from a chastened simplicity of language, Ly
the idea that high-sounding words only can
gain currency at the preseut day, The faot ia,
that the assumption has too much of truth. A
volume like this may help to apply the needed
corrective. Professor Channing's well-known

| reputation, aund the calm, clear method in
which he enunciates and sustains his views,
entitle them to careful consideration. The
book is not a popular one in thesence in which
mauy are so0; yel, to thoze who love to peruse
the productions of a mind of elezant polish,
expressed in a chaste and refined diction, it
will be & welcome addition to the means of ir-
tellectual improvement. The biographical
sketch, prefixed by Richard H. Dana, jun., Esq.,
is interesting, especially for the account which
it gives of the origin and progress of the Nort/
American Review, in which Professor Chan-
uing bore his share, and which, under the edi-

" | torship of Tudor, Channing, Dans, Fveratt,
Sparks, and others, has exercised s important
an influence in the formation of literary opin
ions and taste in this conntry,

THE DOG NOBLE, AND THE EMPTY HOLE.

BY HENRY WAR

D DEECHER.

The first summer which we spent in Lenox,
we had along a very intelligent dog, named Ni-
lie. Te was learned in many things, and hy
his dog-lore excited the undying admiration of

{ ull the children. Baot thers were some things
which Noble conld never learn. Having, on
one occasion, seen a rod squirrel ran into a hole
in a stone wall, he could not be persuaded that

he was not there forevermore,

Several red squirrels lived close to the house,
and had bacome familiar, but not tame. They
kept up & regulas romp with Noble, They would
come down from the maple tress with provoking
coolness; they would run along the fencae al-

most within reach ; they would ceck their tails
and sail acroas the road to the barn; and yet,
there was such a welltimed ealeulation under
all this apparent rashness, that Nobls invariably

arrived at the critical spot just s the squirrel
left it.

On one oceasion, Noble wasso close upon his
red-backed friend, that, unable to get up the ma-
ple tree, he dodged into a hole in the well, ran
through the chinks, emergad at a little distance,
and sprang into the tree. The intense enthu-

| siasm of the dog at that hole can hardly be de-

scribed. He filled it full of barking, He pawed
and scratched, as if undermining a bastion.
Standing off at & little distance, he would pierce
the hole with a paze as intense and fixed as if
he was trying magnetism on it. Then, with
tail extended, and every hair thereon electrifiad,
he whould rash at the empty hole with a pro
digious onslaught.

This imaginary squirrel hanntad Nolde night
and day. The very squirrel himself would ran
up before his face into the tree, and, crouched in
& croteh, would sit silently watching the whole
process of bombarding the empty hole, with
great sobriety and relish. But Noble wonld al-
low of no doubts. His conviction that that hole
had a squirrel in it continued unshaken for six
weeks, hen all other occupations failed, this
hole remained to him. When there were no
more chickens to harry, no pigs to bite, no cat-

| tle to chase, no children to romp with, no expe-

ditions to make with the grown folka, and when
he had slept all that his dog-skin would hold,
he would walk out of the yard, yawn, and stretch
himself, and then look wistfully at the hola, as
if thinking to himself, “ Well, as there is nothine
else to do, I may as well try that hole again !’

We had almost forgotten this little trait, nntil
the conduct of the New York Expressin respect
to Col. Fremont’s relizion brought it Tudierons
Iy to mind. Cil. Fremont is, and always has
heen, a8 sound a Protestant as John Knox ever
was, He was bred in the Protestant faith, and
has never changed. He is unacquainted with
the doctrines and ceretnonies of the Catholic
Church, and has never attended the services of
that church, with two or three exceptions, when
curiosity, or some extrinsic reason, led him as a
witnesa. Wao do not state this upon vagae be-
lief. We know what we say. We say it upon
our own perasonal honor and proper knowledge.
Col. Fremont never was, and iz not now, a Ro
man Catholic. He has never been wont to at
tend that church. Nor has he in any way, di
rectly or indirectly, given occasion for this re-

Ti.
Po]t is a gratuitous falsehood, utter, barren, ab
solute, and unqualifiad. The story has been
got up for political effect. It is still circulated
for that reason, and, like other political las, it
is & sheer, unscrupulous falsehood, from top to
bottom, from the core to the skin, and from the
skin back to the core again. In all its parts,
in pulp, tegnment, rind, cell, and seed, it ia a
thorough and total untruth, nnd they who sprea.l
it bear false witness. And as to sll the siories
of Fulmer, &c., a8 to sup; conversations
with Fremont, in which he defended the maass,
and what not, they are pure fictions. They
never happened. The nuthors of them are
slanderers; the men to believe them wure dupes;
the men who spread them become endorsers of
wilful and corrupt libellers.

But the Express, like Noble, has opened on
this hole in the wall, and can never be done

| barking at it. Day afier day, it resorts to this

empty hole. When everything else fails, this
resource remains. There they are, indefatiga-
bly—the Erpress and Noil=—a church withoat
a Fremont, and a hole without a squirrel in it!
In some respects, however, the dog had the
advantage. Sometimes we thonght that he
really believed that there was a squirrel there,
Baut at other times he appareatly had an inkling
of the ridiculousness of hia conduct, for he
would drop his tail, and walk towards us with
his tongue out, and his eyes a little aslant, seem-
ing to sey, “ My dear sir, you doi’t understand
a dog's feelings. 1 sbould, of course, much pre
fer a squirrel; but if I can’t have that, an empty
hole is better than nothing. I imagine how I
would catch him if he was there. Basides, peo-
ple who pass by don't know the facts. They
think that I have got something. It is needful
to keep up my reputation for sagacity. Besides,
ﬁ le!]t;he ;tuhl.l), I}:.;f‘ looked into this hole so

ng, that 1 have half persuaded myself that
there is a squirrel there, or will b.,’i.!'ol keep
m!?

Well, every clog must have his day, aod every
dog must have his way. No doubt, if we werq
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